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Longest  Walk  draws 
National  Attention 


V.P.  of  sports: 

TMF  members  should 
support  sports  program 


Guatemala  Project  donations  needed 


ATHLETES  EXCELL...  Outstanding  Player 

Dedicated  wrestler  struggles  for  top  position  framuraf'ba^tban25  af'Tfgham 
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American  Indian  Services 
Assists  in  Ag  Advancement 


TMF  Elections 
to  be  held 


Coochise  Records 
New  Album 
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Regional  Championship 
won  by  SCALPERS 


Indian  enjoys 
painting 


tipped  Nevada's  Starzs,  33-31. 

Saturday  afternoon  brought  vie-  the  first 


eeived  1st  place  recognition  for  Vance  is  currently  a  freshman 
his  realism  in  technique  style  and  enrolled  in  college  of  Fine 

Piute  does 
unique  artwork 


What  is 

Easter ? 


gentleman  as  he  recalled  past  ex¬ 
periences  for  EAGLE’S  EYE.  His 
name  is  Daniel  B.  Growler,  pres- 
entingly  attending  BYU. 

“It’s  always  been  my  boyhood 

Daniel.  “I  had  to  do  everything 


tered  and  won  2nd  place  ir 


s||f 1 llirfl  fS®  '*r«sz 


has  taken  him  through  U.  of  U„ 
Trade  Tech,  talking  to  race  driv- 

EHiy'SiE'^ 


problem,  Urey  always  thought^ 

patadngs,Cbolh  IXnand  techni- 


TMF  Representatives 


GO  TO  HAWAII 


Boxer  places  second 


Brighter  Future  Roots  with 


NEW  Dean 
in  GE  College 


President  Oaks  said  the  new 
dean  is  responsible  for  the  follow- 


ments  in  the  College  of  General 
Studies:  Minority  Education,  In¬ 
dian  Education,  Career  Education, 
Philosophy,  University  Studies,  Air 
Force  ROTC,  and  Army  ROTC. 


Student  Spotlight 
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Grandmother’s  Hogan 

The  rocks  laid  in  disarray 

Crumbling  to  the  changing  seasons 

The  logs  rotting  away 

Stained  by  the  many  winter  snows 

I  strained  to  hear  the  voices 

In  the  far  distant  past 

The  clatter  of  pans,  supper  in  the  making 

The  voices  become  clearer 

Voices  of  young  children 

Innocent  to  what  the  future  brings 

There  is  a  child  there 

Who  finds  amazement  in  the  ant-pile 

Watching  the  labor  with  caution 

For  from  them,  he  has  learned  lessons. 

The  pain  of  a  sting  and  how  he  cried 
A  tender  hand  soothed  and  healed 
The  hand  of  a  teacher 
The  grandmother,  loving  and  kind 
A  smile  from  her  seemed  to  say 
Without  words  the  love  she  had 
For  this  boy  in  his  youth 

But  now,  broken  rocks  show  the  place 
Where  once  there  was  a  home 

Where  I  laughed,  cried,  and  healed 


The  Night 


Yet  in  sleep  I  remember  dreams 

Some  shrieked  terror  while  others  spoke  peace 

The  soul  nightly  traverses,  so  it  seems 

Then  to  return  when  I  awake,  rested  and  at  ease 


Encounter 

What  does  it  mean  to  hold 
The  desires  that  were  supressed 
By  the  standards  imposed 
By  rigorous  daily  living 

Then  to  see  them  emerge 
When  she  touched  with  eyes 
The  facade  you  had  constructed 
Melted  away  at  a  whim 

Standing  ex 
Only  the  d< 

This  feeling  that  somehow 


Wind 


I’ve  passed  through  here  untold  times 
Seen  the  citadels  of  stone  crumble 
For  time  is  mine  to  blend  with 
I  have  brought  the  sand  to  fury 
Against  the  eyes  of  many  generations 
I’ve  been  used  to  many  many  times 
But  only  at  my  own  will 
In  my  wrath  I  have  caused  destruction 
Then  to  gentle  the  heat  of  deserts 
I  have  been  worshipped  as  a  god 
Then  cursed  as  the  adversary 
I  have  brought  the  many  seasons 
I  being  myself,  my  will,  gods 


Early  Riser 

The  red  begins  sparsely 
From  the  east  it  spreads 
While  eyes  are  still  heavy 
Fighting  the  light  that  spreads 
Shed  the  night,  receive  the  day 

It  is  a  glorious  morning 
The  light  streaking  the  sky 
The  awakening  of  all  life 
Sunrays  gloriously  illuminating 
The  mesas  into  glowing  temples 

Here  gods  were  born 
In  myth  and  magic 
Craig  Here  we  prayed  and  fasted 
Seeking  the  good  graces 
Of  the  gods  in  their  wrath 

Centuries  later  I  am  here 
The  myths  have  all  died 
The  sunrise  remains  constant 
For  those  who  rise  early 
And  shed  the  night,  receive  the  day 
by  Vincent  Craig 


The  Old  Man 

Take  this  my  children 
Share  it  with  your  people 
Instill  it  into  the  hearts  and  minds 
Of  the  young  at  play,  the  old  at  rest 
Be  an  instigator  of  it  unto  yourself 
Cast  it  not  to  the  wayside 
Cherish  it  as  you  do  your  heritage 
Thus  the  old  man  gave  us  virtue 
Then  leaving  us  to  our  own  choosing 
He  had  come  and  gone 


Siege 


When 


The  jester  laughed  and  danced 
Smiling  for  the  king 
The  king  only  smiled 
The  weariness  showed 

He  had  ruled  with  honesty 
Combating  off  tyranny 
Only  to  learn  betrayal 
The  jester  brought  no  joy 


When  shall  I  see  her  face? 

Touch  her  fingers  tenderly 
Look  into  the  eyes  that  question 
And  speak  of  things  I’ve  pondered 
In  times  and  dreams  past 

Will  she  smile  as  always? 

Uncertain,  with  eyes  that  avoid 
She’ll  undoubtedly  display  her  patience 
With  the  control  that  is  hers  alone 
Which  breeds  uncertainty 


(Copyright  1978  by  Vince  Craig) 


